
New Athletic Fields Planned 


Talent Wanted 
For "Original” 
Camp Show 

An original musical stage show 
will be written and produced with 
the talent of this camp and the 
Arlington Reception Center. All 
the enlisted men and officers who 
are interested are invited to con¬ 
tact Lt. Buckridge at the theatre 
any morning, or Captain Maisel at 
the hospital receiving office any 
afternoon. 

Those who have any profession¬ 
al talent in singing, playing, danc¬ 
ing, acting, acrobatics, writing of 
skits, etc., are urged to contact 
either of the above officers within 
the next few days. 

A show will be written and pro¬ 
duced only if sufficient talent sig¬ 
nifies its intention of participat¬ 
ing. 

-ARE “YOU” BUYING BONDS- 

Last Sunday's 
Show Big Hit 

Headed by the versatile Harpo 
Marx of “Marx Bros.” fame, and 
lovely Lena Horne, star of stage 
and screen, one of the fastest mov¬ 
ing shows to date was presented 
to an enthusiastic audience on 
Anza’s outdoor stage last Sunday. 

Harpo had the boys convulsed 
with his funny antics, then spell¬ 
bound, when he broke one of his 
long lived traditions and delivered 
a brilliant “thank you” speech. 
The eye-filling Miss Horne thrilled 
everyone with her rendition of 
“Stormy Weather” and other 
songs. “Our Own” Wonderful 
Smith scored with his witty mono¬ 
logue, “Mr. President.” Others well 
received were Stu Wilson, capable 
M.C.; Arlene Galladin, a swell 
singer with an individual style, 
and Sara Berner, well known im¬ 
personator, who is featured on 
Amos and Andy’s radio program. 


Band Has Own 
Training Program 

As the prime representative of 
Camp Anza, the band strives to 
present the highest possible type 
of military and musical unit. The 
group’s present status, for which 
the members are justifiably proud, 
has been achieved through the in¬ 
tricate organization of their own 
Plans and Training Section. 

Leading a double life as soldiers 
first and musicians secondarily, 
bandsmen require a unique form 
of framing. In addition to the 
customary company officers and 
non-coms, a band group necessi¬ 
tates the selection of drill-masters 
for each section and the use of 
individuals for such special tasks 
as librarians, press-relations men, 
and rehearsal supervisors. 

The average army platoon finds 
some difficulty in executing a rou¬ 
tine movement simultaneously at 
an oral command; our bandsmen in 
their instrumental performance 
must move in approximately thirty 
musical directions and different 
intervals, using only a slight move- 
(Cont. on Page 2) 


Inspecting Officers 
Praise Camp 

Col. S. N. Karrick and Lt. Col. 
H. J. Shoemaker of the Inspector 
General’s Office, Washington, 
D. C., visited Anza on a tour of 
inspection last week. 

The officers were duly impress¬ 
ed with the installations and ac¬ 
tivities of the camp and the man¬ 
ner in which they were being 
administered. They were particu¬ 
larly enthusiastic about our Motor 
Pool, and praised the efficiency of 
that organization. 

-ZIP-A-LIP- 

Expert Income Tax 
Advice Offered 

Any problems that you may 
have concerning individual or fam¬ 
ily income tax returns may be 
readily solved by contacting the 
Legal Service Department, Exten¬ 
sion 13. 

Many new regulations have been 
authorized for military personnel, 
so a consultation with the Legal 
Service Dept, should prove in¬ 
valuable. 


Stuff and Guff About the Guys In the Next Tent 

★ * ★ 

TC THE FURORE that hit the camp for examinations and 

• ^ cross examinations, most of the members of this Detachment 
were run ragged. Odds are being given at 10 to 1 that any particular 
person will not be discharged. . . . Some members of the band are 
really learning how to march. Pipe Pvt. Mert “Bix” Wilber, strutting 
along with a syncopated seven-four beat. They even say he has been 
allowed to throw away the rock he carried to differentiate between 
his left and right. . . . Things are now back to normal at the Com¬ 
mandant Headquarters when Pfc. Morris Hynes ambled in to work 
after his furlough. He started the day off right, as usual, reporting 
late for work. . . . There may come a day off, but Pfc. Ed Winslow 
has just about given up hope. After all, the movie shows must go on, 
and Ed is stuck with that responsibility. . . . Corp. Sery must have 
been a serious student of Plato previous to his joining the Army. At 
least he conducts a strictly platonic friendship with one of the PX 
girls. The only trouble is the definition of that word “platonic.” . . . 
Pfc. Marvin Elton must be training for some type of marathon, the 
way he was making tracks in back of the chapel Sunday morning, 

(Cont. on Page 2) 


In the near future, Anza 
will have on its grounds 
athletic fields second to none 
of their kind at any Army 
camp. 

Layout plans are now being 
formulated by 1st Lt. A. W. Min- 
ard, Special Service Officer, and 
Lt. J. J. Loughrey, Planning Divi¬ 
sion, and upon completion and ap¬ 
proval of them, construction will 
immediately begin. 

Included in the proposed plan 
are four softball fields, ten hand¬ 
ball courts, four basketball courts, 
and 20 volleyball courts. 

This is something the camp has 
long needed, and as an aid in 
training, and for recreational ac¬ 
tivities, will be of great benefit to 
the men. 

We know the soldiers will ap¬ 
preciate the additional athletic 
facilities provided them under this 
plan. 

- YOUR BEST BUY . . . BONDS- 

Musical Show 
Headed This Way 

Girls, fellows . . . and more girls! 

It’s another great U.S.O. Camp 
Show, “Meet the Girls,” that we’re 
raving about. 

A big musical production, it 
stars D’Artega and his 20-piece 
all-girl orchestra, and includes 
many headline and night club acts. 
It’s on its way, so hold everything. 
We’ll let you know the date. 

-ZIP-A-LIP- 

Red Cross News 

The Hospital Recreation Build¬ 
ing is now completed and the of¬ 
fice of the Red Cross Assistant 
Field Director moved there. At 
their new location, Red Cross ser¬ 
vices are available for patients and 
members of the Medical Detach¬ 
ment. 

On August 31, the auditorium 
in the Recreation Building was ini¬ 
tiated, and the regular weekly 
movie shown to approximately 100 
patients. Within a short time, a 
full schedule of activities will be 
in operation. 
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'Hee<A& friom 'tyocct 

Knoxville, Tenn— He met her in 
Nashville and the meeting was 
grand. It was so grand in fact that 
Pvt. Tom Phillips of Knoxville 
married the girl the next day. Then 
she disappeared, said Tom, and 
now he doesn’t even remember her 
name. 

“I have an idea,” Pvt. Phillips 
said, “that she married me to get 
my allotment pay.” 

Hartford, Conn.- A woman told 

police that a man had dragged her 
down two flights of stairs by the 
hair, choked her and threatened to 
kill her. “Don’t worry, lady, we’ll 
arrest him,” said the cops. “I don’t 
want him arrested,” the woman re¬ 
plied. “He promised to marry me.” 

Holbrook, Ariz.— When inform¬ 
ed that the Navajo Indian popula¬ 
tion is increasing three times as 
rapidly as that of the white race 
in the U.S.A., 82-year-old Henry 
Chee Dodge, veteran tribal saga¬ 
more, came up with a heap big 
solution to the problem. Every 
white man, he suggested, should 
be given three wives. 

—by C.N.S. 

-ZIP-A-LIP- 

Band Has Own 
Training Program 

(Cont. from Page 1) 

ment of Mr. Fuller’s baton as a 

signal. 

Preparing a new musical selec¬ 
tion from the beginning stage, at 
which it is merely a page of print¬ 
ed notes, to the ultimate perform¬ 
ance in concert or on the air, is 
accomplished through hours of in¬ 
dividual, sectional, and full band 
practice. The final action taken on 
a selection is recording; played 
back to the band, recordings re¬ 
veal any imperfections and provide 
the members with an increased 
perspective. 

Using as a studio the theater 
with its superior acoustical proper¬ 
ties, the band this week transcrib¬ 
ed a thirty minute radio program 
to be broadcast soon. The band 
expresses gratitude to the theater 
officer for having made available 
the theater in the past. 
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/idfa rfatict.. . 

(Cont. from Page 1) 

and as far as we are able to ascertain, it wasn’t to hurry to get to 
church. Now it seems that a certain feminine driver at the motor pool 
and he are not on speaking terms. . . . Was 1st. Sgt. Richard Buck- 
man’s face red the other morning at inspection. He was the first one 
to be found with a newly banned article, and his trusty bowie knife 
is now in deposit for safe keeping. . . . Poor T/Sgt. Bob Holzmer’s 
girl friend may get tired of waiting, as he was unable to get that 
furlough he was bucking for, for a long, long time. We really don’t 
know whether congratulations or condolences are in order. 

—by Cpl. Roland Bozzi 


Medics 


THOUGH THE weekly band concerts here at the 
Hospital are primarily intended for convalescing 
patients, off duty personnel could do considerably worse than attend 
one or two of these performances. With the Camp Anza Band, di¬ 
rected by Warrant Officer Edwin R. Fuller, and their well balanced 
programing of concert favorites, appearing one afternoon, while Pvt. 
Vernon Kline and his solid-sweet aggregation is usually scheduled 
some other afternoon during the week, there is music to suit every 
taste. . . . Simile: As slow as Cpl. Thomas reaching for a dinner 
check. . . . One slightly obese gent from the Medical Supply—you 
know that place located in comfortable geographic proportions be¬ 
tween Ward 10 and the Mess Hall—sent the following, which we 
print without change: “Why is Sgt. Abrams too bashful to let a 
certain red head sit on his lap? And why are Sgt. Fenton and Pfc. 
Richardson tossing coins to see who’ll ride in the ‘recon’? Miss Rog¬ 
ers wishes to go on record as saying she’s back and has everything 
under control.” And I might add that Sgt. Abrams and Willie Mae 
—but why go on. . . . I’ve been threatened with a fate befitting Hit¬ 
ler about this next one. But this is war Sarge, and then too the 
Fourth Estate must not be a traitor to the spirit of our democratic 
principles which says in effect that “the public has a right to know.” 
First Sgt. Moran and Pfc. Kirby are at logger heads, each claiming 
he put the other to bed the other night. “And yuh better not let it 
happen again or I’ll . . .” So far, far into the night. . . . Caught on 
the fly: Pfc. Lutze collects Wilkie buttons—’mm interesting case. 

. . . Holy cow! Dat ol’ debbil stork ’pears tuh’ve increased produc¬ 
tion—poor ol’ bird, just caught in the maelstrom of war: It’s a girl 
for Cpl. and Mrs. Lambert, a boy to Sgt. and Mrs. Frishman, while 
Pvt. Christy doesn’t know one end of a thermometer from another 
since he’s become the father of a boy. All parties concerned are doing 
nicely except Pfc. Allen who is still in that floor pacing stage. The 
Detachment joins me in sending all heartiest felicitations. . . . Memo 
to Pvt. Bazin: Really sorry I wasn’t able to include your poem “Medi¬ 
cal Corps.” Don’t mean to pass the buck, but I know you under¬ 
stand that its intrinsic merit doesn’t enter into the situation. Since 
your theme smacks of a timeless quality there’s really no harm in 
shelfing it for near future reference. 

by Cpl. Henry Timmerman 


k^ftp THE “BOOK OF THE WEEK,” by Pfc. Joe Bullanda en- 
* titled, “Work and How to Dodge It,” three hundred and 
sixty-five pages. What are you going to do, take a day off leap year, 
Joe? . . . Lt. Frank Dwyer threatens to get rid of the mail orderly 
if his mail situation doesn’t improve. Wish I could depend on that, 
Lt. . . . Then there’s a rumor going the rounds that Big Mike Fraina 
is in the market for a refrigerator with a large ice cube capacity, 
so he can freeze his own appendix the next time it starts kicking up 
on him and save hospital space for a soldier. . . . Max Yawitz had 
his faith in the fairer sex delivered a terrific blow recently, when, 
after spending a “large” evening and a goodly portion of the coin 
of the realm, refilling a blonde beauties’ cocktail glass, she left him 
to get her wrap and got wrapped up in a Marine corporal instead. 
. . . Missing last week was Pfc. Price E. Guthries’ Reception Center 
news, the bright spot in this “Silo.” . . . Kenny Middleton, former 
catcher for the Detroit Tigers’ baseball team before his draft board 
caught him, has prospects of becoming a civilian. Here’s hoping you 
make it, Ken. . . . Those round table discussions held nightly in 
Barracks T-113 are very interesting and informative, with Chair¬ 
man William “Philosopher” Daly presiding. . . . First Sgt. Kessler 

(Cont. on Page 3) 


Maj. Hawkinson, 
Dental Chief 

A first-rate soldier, an under¬ 
standing man with a marvelous 
personality . . . such are the im¬ 
pressions one gets upon meeting 
the youthful head of the Hospital 
Dental Clinic, Major Hawkinson. 

Born in Minneapolis, Minn., 30 
years ago, the Major received his 
elementary education there, then 
entered the University of Minne¬ 
sota. As a member of the Psi 
Omega Fraternity, he was an ac¬ 
tive participant in intra-fraternity 
athletics being particularly profi¬ 



cient in tennis. Upon graduation, 
in 1936, he interned at the U. S. 
Marine Hospital in San Francisco 
and completing that returned to 
“practice” for two years in Minne¬ 
apolis. Convinced that the proper 
career for him was the Army, the 
Major took and passed the exam¬ 
ination, and in July 1939, received 
his commission as 1st Lt., Dental 
Corps, Reg. Army. 

His first station was Ft. War¬ 
ren, Wyoming. There he partici¬ 
pated with the Third Army in 
maneuvers which in the following 
seven months took him through 
Texas, South Carolina and Geor¬ 
gia, and was “plenty tough.” 

In October 1940, he received his 
Captaincy and was sent to Camp 
Roberts to help organize the camp 
dental clinic. Recognition of the 
job being “well done” was indi¬ 
cated by his promotion to Major 
in August, 1942. 

Camp Anza claimed the Major 
in December 1942, and immediate¬ 
ly he became busy organizing the 
Hospital Dental Clinic. In May, 
1943, he was temporarily relieved 
of his duties to attend the course 
in “Maxillo Facial Surgery” given 
at the Harvard Medical School. 
That completed, he returned to 
Anza to become head of the Clinic, 
and has held that position since. 

Though the Major’s main hob¬ 
bies now are tennis and swimming, 
he misses the fine ice skating of- 
(Cont. on Page 3) 
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New Monthly 
Rates for "Yank" 

Yank, the Army weekly, an¬ 
nounces officially that subscrip¬ 
tion rates will be revised effective 
September 1. A schedule of old 
and new rates is given below: 

Old rates (for Yank subscrip¬ 
tions mailed and postmarked up to 
and including August 31) : eight 
months (35 issues) $1.00; one 
year (52 issues) $1.50. New rates 
(for Yank subscriptions mailed 
and postmarked on or after Sep¬ 
tember 1) : six months (26 issues) 
$1.00; one year (52 issues) $2.00. 

The single copy price of 5 cents 
will not be affected by the change. 
It is suggested that soldiers con¬ 
templating entering subscriptions, 
mail them to Yank, 205 E 42nd 
Street, New York, 17, N. Y., or 
leave your order with the camp 
librarian. 

- ARE “YOU” BUYING BONDS- 

Senvcce 

s4cttvi£ie& 

SATURDAY—At Ease. All the 
facilities of your club for your 
enjoyment; 

SUNDAY — Visitor’s Day, 10 
a.m. ’til 11 p.m. 

MONDAY—Classical recordings, 
7 :30 ’til 8:30 p.m., Library reading 
room. Directed by Miss Car¬ 
michael. 

TUESDAY—Songs for the boys. 
Singing the old and new songs. 

WEDNESDAY—Sketching class 
7:30 ’til 9 p.m., Library reading 
room. Directed by Pvt. Chet 
Campbell. Everyone invited. 

THURSDAY—Jam session, 8:30 
’til 9:30 p.m. Featuring vocal and 
instrumental artists. 

FRIDAY—Sketching class, 7 :30 
’til 9 p.m., Library reading room. 
Directed by Pvt. Chet Campbell. 
Everyone invited. 

- ZIP-A-LIP - 


t&e 

* * * 

By Sgt. Ken Taylor 
in “Man O’ War,” the Santa 
Anita camp paper. 

“The Sarge is my shepherd. 
I shall not want. He maketh me 
pick up burnt matches; he lead- 
eth me through mud puddles; 
he restoreth my step. He guid- 
eth me on the course of ob¬ 
stacles for my health’s sake. 
Yea, though I walk through the 
valleys I must run up the hills. 
He anointeth my head with 
abuse and my cup runneth over. 
Surely, cadence and KP will fol¬ 
low me all the days of my Army 
life and I shall dwell in the hair 
of the Sergeant forever.” 



/tufa /tutic& , , . 

(Cont. from Page 2) 

is wondering how those Eastside beer caps are finding their way into 
the holder on the “Coke” box in the barracks. Must be the boys are 
active in the metal salvage drive, huh? 

—by Cpl. Bernard Mitchell 

★ * * 


OffltPrC NOT BEING in a rhythmic or poetic mood this week, 
\*J f or which you are undoubtedly grateful, you will be 
spared some visual tortures. And being devoid of any stimulating 
cerebral teasers your guessing acumen will not be taxed. However, 
your correspondent does have some choice morsels for you, foremost 
of which is “A True Story About a Large Sum of Money.” It appears 
that Capt. Joseph L. LaPoint has written an epistle on the subject, 
“Gyped.” Said Capt. LaPoint in dubious legal phraseology bluntly 
accused the George—ah—Major, none other than one James H. 
Bowden of gypping him of a large sum of money. Personal efforts 
via vocal intimations, intimidations, insinuations and several poker 
games resulted in a vacuous response. The jolly Capt. was, and still 
is broke, so much so that he asked his pal. Major Hinson, for a first 
endorsement on said epistle. A first led to a second by our learned 
judge advocate, Capt. Thomas, who recommended a trial by a sym¬ 
pathetic gin-rummy court-martial composed exclusively of officers 
who have been short-changed by the George—ah—Major. (Line 
forms on the right.) At present the epistle has gathered enough moss 
for a ninth endorsement—and all over the staggering sum of a thin 
nickel-coated dime. ... A scene on Ward 8: Maj. Johnson and Capt, 
Ames comparing symptoms. The Captain can now exhibit press clip¬ 
pings about his stomach tube swallowing act. He does it real nice. His 
facial expressions would delight any Hollywood director—I was there, 
Charlie. I was also there when Capt. “Buster” Baldridge pulled a 
double classic. With five long and tenuous lines of men (all in their 
birthday clothes) lined up in the “Wreck Hall” and all facing in 
assorted directions, “Buster” standing off casually to one side called 
out, “Face This Way.” And this way consisted of South, East, North 
and West. After this preliminary confusion had abated, Buster’s 
next order of “Right Dress” pushed a half dozen men right through 
the wall of the recreation building. Thinking of wrecking the “Wreck 
Hall,” Buster, even before your new one is finished? . . . Thanks for 
reading. 

—by Capt. Fred E. Maisel, M. C. 


Q Ms THE QM DETACHMENT is undergoing a face lifting. 

One of these days we won’t be able to recognize the 
place, thanks to Lt. Patterson it will look more like home. . . . Pfc. 
George Olson has introduced a new way of getting out of one story 
houses. He makes his own doors. Tell us George, how is the sprained 
ankle. You may be able to apply for the back yard purple heart. . . 
Sgt. Richard Haist has had to move out of his home in the supply 
room into the barracks and now seems to worry a little about his 
income. Don’t worry it doesn’t many any difference where you live, 
things will be coming your way. . . . Finance and Signal Section has 
lost a number of their men and we are really and truly sorry to see 
them go. Yve wish you all the best of luck in your new unit. Show 
them what soldiers are made of and the camp too. . . . What certain 
S/Sgts.’ wife has decided to look for work instead of going back 
home? Our deepest sympathies to you Sgt.—once your hooked you 
might as well give up and give in to the little lady. . . . Congratula¬ 
tions T/Sgt. Bigelow, we hear that you have become a proud father 
of a baby girl. ... We feel very sorry for Pfc. Paul Lindsay as he 
lost his best pal yesterday and we only refer to his bicycle which 
one of the trucks ran over. . . . T/Sgt. Harold (Elmer) Davis has 
returned from furlough and it seems as he is glad to be back. 
Seems as though we have a soldier in our midst who can’t take 
a joke and a certain Pvt. thought his life was at stake when the 
shoes started flying around the Barracks. We are sorry that we have 
a sore head in our Detachment. 


—by 1st Sgt. LeRoy Westervelt 

* * * 

Hq} PVT. ALBERT (BIG ONE) BROWN soon found 
■ out that his comfort is much warmer when 
touched off with a lighted cigarette; plus it’s expensive and also 
affords a darn good air raid practice drill. . . . The CO was all smiles 

(Cont. on Page 4) 



tfcnaet . , , 

Chaplain Jeremiah F. Nemecek 

NO PROFANITY, PLEASE 

Profanity and indecency in con¬ 
versation reveal a person as not 
only lacking in character but in 
culture. They represent not only 
moral lapsing, but poverty of lan¬ 
guage, judgment and self-control. 
And it is to no purpose. The fabri¬ 
cator at least hopes to get out of 
a tight spot; the thief sees some 
momentary gain; the ganster hopes 
to wreak vengeance on an enemy; 
the degenerate seeks sensual plea¬ 
sure. 

The one who uses profanity, 
tells dirty stories, or sings sugges¬ 
tive ditties, gains absolutely noth¬ 
ing. If he curses he does so per¬ 
haps in anger, in an endeavor to 
be impressive when he knows no 
other way to be expressive. As¬ 
suredly no one is benefited by such 
exhibitions, least of all the offend¬ 
er, for he writes himself down as 
common, cheap, vulgar, ignorant 
and disrespectful. He forfeits his 
right to the title of gentleman; he 
sets himself down as one lacking 
in both self-control and self-re¬ 
spect. ... A soldier is a gentleman 
all the time. 

- YOUR BEST BUY . . . BONDS- 



Cross Helps 


• • 


Recently, a hurried call was 
made from the Riverside Red 
Cross chapter to the Camp Anza 
Field Director’s office of the Red 
Cross. A service man’s wife was in 
the county hospital needing an 
emergency blood transfusion. 

The Commanding Officer of a 
Detachment was contacted, and 
within ten minutes two Anza “Sta¬ 
tion Complement” men were on 
their way to the hospital. Several 
transfusions were given and now 
the service man’s wife is recover¬ 
ing. 

Somewhere overseas, a certain 
soldier knows what it’s like to say 
“Thanks Buddy” and really mean 
it. 


-ZIP-A-LIP- 


Maj. C. G. Hawkinson, 

Chief of Dental Service 

(Cont. from Page 2) 
fered by his native state. In his 
spare time he relaxes by reading 
the history of the world, and lis¬ 
tening to the soothing voice of 
Bing Crosby. 

The Major firmly believes that 
the Army holds many possibilities 
for the future and finds it an ex¬ 
cellent field for research in his 
practice. 

Having seen Anza grow from a 
remote camp to an important part 
of the Army’s program, he is very 
enthusiastic about it. He feels the 
excellent cooperation among the 
personnel is the basic reason for 
the camp’s success. 
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(Cont. from Page 3) 

as the baseball team battered the old “Horsehide” all over Evans 
Park, last Sunday afternoon—and we are told that some females 
were’pulling for them too. . . . “Nuff Sed.” . . . There has been quite 
a discussion about the “Correct Art of Loving” on the part of Pvts. 
Andrew Midds, Farrar, Neely, George W. Johnson and also Cpl. 
Henderson. We refer you to the Library section marked “Shake- 
spearen Classics” ... or you might ask Lena Horne what she thinks 
about it ... or Pvt. Eddie Perkins ... or Pfc. Wm. B. Hill. . . . Pvt. 
Alfred (5 lbs.) Taylor is soon to compose a piece called “Hilda.” 
. . . Barracks No. 3 hopes that Lt. Wical will soon inform Pvt. Isaiah 
Smith that he cannot “wade” out of the Army. ... 1st Sarg said: 
“Just remember you can drink all the whiskey you can find in 
town (knowing it's like “hen teeth”) but you can’t drink all the 
wine and beer.” . . . Now who was he cracking about? ... A tour 
through the new church and theatre, PX and service club combina¬ 
tions with T/5’s George S. Willis and Joe H. Thomas was very in¬ 
spiring and uplifting, however, they were very “chesty” on inspect¬ 
ing the new mess hall. . . . “Naturally—they are cooks and gooduns 
too.” . . . The money is sure flowing around the area but it’s a 
darn hard job damming it up. . . . “Now ain’t that right Pvt. “Nub” 
Brawner.”—when “Nub” can’t win it—it can not be won. . . . And 
fellows—there is a dance next week. 

—by Cpl. Guy L. Miller, Jr. 


★ * 


★ 


gfe CORRECTION TO last week’s column: Alene Sand- 

l>6C« Wtr* ers > husband gets home on Friday nights sometimes, 
so be a little more careful. . . . Best bets of the week: Irene “Oakie” 
Johnson’s red-hot romance will get quenched, and plenty, if her 
Sioux Indian husband ever learns of the post fireman who fetches 
her bundles of posies every morning. . . . Cpl. William “Home-Wreck¬ 


er” Hawksley is overdoing that angle of “I’ll come over to your place 
to do some etchings.” Hi, Cleo. . . . Good digging: Quoth Mr. G. M. 
Zielsdorf, “Sorry girls, but I’m married.” . . . S/Sgt. Luth, us guys 
want to know why you can’t be a regular guy instead of being your¬ 
self all the time. Are your stripes too heavy? . . . June Horsley has 
become a camp follower since that last “Shanghai” went to Santa 
Anita. . . . 

This week’s add-a-line: 

Who plans our menus gooey? 

Who cooks our food so gluey? 

Who makes the boys says “Phooey”? 

Could it be--? 

The first six contestants turning in identical answers are guar¬ 
anteed free trips to Boise Barracks (one-way) and two decks of 
slightly marked playing cards. ... We wonder: If Pfc. Robert Smith 
is still being true to Max. If Dorothy Orton could get dresses any 
tighter. What happens to all that good food the civilians are giving 
up. What it takes to become a sergeant. If Post Headquarters will 
ever give the fellows a furlough. If the first sergeant will ever stand 
reveille. 


—by Cpl. Keith Kendall 


★ * 


★ 


■■■ IT SEEMS Mrs. Sargent (wife of Cpl. Sargent and 

WlVIllCmS no t double talk either) has made quite a hit in 
the sales office with her morning edition of the L. A. Times—espe¬ 
cially with the Captains. . . . About the swankiest offices on the 
post now belong to Miss Dehler in Judge Advocate’s Dept, and Mrs. 
Pearson in the Inspector General’s Office. They have private cubicles. 

. Liz Farrar has deserted camp for the school room—you can find 
her teaching at Poly this fall. ... We saw Beverly Merchant’s pic¬ 
ture in the paper. Congratulations, Beverly. . . . Cheryl Decker is 
going away, but she seems to be very happy about it—waiting for 
a telegram. . . . Chris Johnson celebrated her birthday in Arlington, 
with a lime coke and a cake with one candle. . . . Cassie worked 
Sunday, but we hear that he spent the day trying Martha’s shoes on 
—he’s vain about those tiny feet. . . . Why doesn’t Elsie Randall 
get a bigger truck so she can haul twice as many soldiers to town? 
. . . Overheard in the lounge—Avyleen Lawton giving Adelle Fruit- 
erman a cooking lesson. Wonder how the soup turned out. . . . Clar¬ 
ence Nelson of the Motor Pool is vacationing for a week. . . . Dor¬ 
othy Dunham got a long distance phone call this week—was it the 
sailor, Dot? . . . Mary Sarles broke out of the hospital, and is back 
at her desk. . . . Winnie Conrad has solved the waste paper problem 


SATURDAY (Sept. 4)—Revival 
night. “Reveille With Beverly” 
with Ann Miller, Bob Crosby and 
orchestra. A good little musical 
that’s worth seeing again. 

SUNDAY & MONDAY (Sept. 5 
& 6)—“This Is the Army” with 
the original cast of soldier play¬ 
ers that made the stage play a 
howling success, plus such Holly¬ 
wood stars as George Murphy, 
Joan Leslie and Alan Hale. You’ll 
regret it if you miss this Irving 
Berlin musical. And it’s in Techni¬ 
color, too. 

TUESDAY (Sept. 7)—Double 
feature program. Roy Rogers, 
Smiley Burnette in “Silver Spurs;” 
also Warren William, Ann Savage 
in “Passport to Suez.” A western 
done in the Roy Rogers manner 
and a spy story done as only War¬ 
ren William can do them. (What 
can you lose at only 15c) 

WEDNESDAY & THURSDAY 
(Sept. 8 & 9)—Edward G. Robin¬ 
son, Glenn Ford and Marguerite 
Chapman in “Destroyer”. Sea ad¬ 
venture. Reviewers rate this one 
as excellent. Also issue No. 9 of 
“The War” series. 

FRIDAY (Sept. 10)—Ann Soth- 
ern, James Craig in “Swing Shift 
Maisie.” 

-YOUR BEST BUY . . . BONDS- 

War Bond News 

Would you save a life if you 
could? When you buy a War Bond 
you may be doing just that. Isn’t 
that a small price to pay for an 
American boy’s life? 

It is not enough to train the 
best fighters in the world—they 
must be given planes, tanks, ships, 
guns and ammunition. The pur¬ 
chase of War Bonds will furnish 
the money to buy these things. 

If you could examine Camp 
Anza’s War Bond records, you 
might be surprized to find that 
many of our subscribers are in¬ 
vesting more than ten per cent. 
It is not the employee with the 
large income who is doing the big 
job either, but more often the one 
that has to deprive himself or his 
family of the little luxuries that 
most of us call essentials. Perhaps 
he is a better business man than 
most of us and realizes what a 
fine investment he is making; or 


Army Operates 
"Savings Bank" 

A soldier doesn’t have to win 
$50 in a crap game to open a 
Soldiers’ Deposit Fund account. He 
can start with as little as $5 a 
month and then add as much as he 
wants every pay day. He’ll draw 
4 per cent interest—which is more 
of a dividend than most banks will 
pay on his money—no matter how 
small his deposit. 

The Soldiers’ Deposit Fund, 
which was started in 1873, now 
has more than 110,000 active ac¬ 
counts, and it’s growing every day. 
It’s in particular favor in combat 
areas where soldiers have found 
that the best thing to do with a 
dollar is to save it. 

The nicest thing about the plan 
is the sense of security it gives a 
GI. He knows if he makes regu¬ 
lar deposits he will have a tidy 
nest egg with which to start civil¬ 
ian life again when he comes 
marching home. 

The plan insures the soldier 
against his own weaknesses. After 
he has once opened a savings ac¬ 
count in the fund he can’t get his 
dough out again until he is dis¬ 
charged except in cases of emer¬ 
gency. 

The money a soldier deposits in 
the Fund is for him—and no one 
else. It can’t be attached for debts. 
It can’t be transferred to anyone 
else. It can’t even be confiscated if 
the soldier gets a dishonorable dis¬ 
charge. In case of death the money 
goes to the estate of the dead sol¬ 
dier as soon as a valid claim is 
presented. 


maybe he is just a little better 
American, too. 

No one can make up for your 
lack of participation. See if you 
are honestly doing all you can to 
further the war effort. 

As the President has observed, 
“Lost ground can be regained, lost 
time—never!” 

Do your share or a little more 
now. Don’t wait, delay may mean 
the life of someone you love. 

-ZIP-A-LIP- 

North Africa —Pvt. Melvin Cain 
of St. Louis needed 50 cents and 
Pvt. John Rogers was willing to 
lend him the dough but wanted 
security. Cain had none so Rogers 
took out a mortgage on Cain’s 
tent. 


—she throws it in the fan. . . . Wonder how Ednamae is making out. 
She’s all alone with the Finance Wolf Pack. . . . Edna Crone is having 
a time with the Casual Detachment. . . . Has anybody from Station 
Comp, found the key to a certain trailer? . . . What are the Lieuten¬ 
ants wondering about Cherry? ... We hope Mrs. Barnes’ husband 
will properly appreciate his gain and sympathize with Hospital Per¬ 
sonnel’s loss. We shall miss her but hope that her journey will be 
pleasant. . . . Gals! Grace T. has a secret—ask her how come she’s 
looking so slim here of late. Even when we have ice cream twice a 
week!! . . . That cute little blonde in the personnel office gets 
around. Somtimes we are even denied the pleasure of basking in the 
glow of her sunny smile during lunch. Why, why, Virginia? . . . The 
new chief of Hospital Civilian Personnel is truckin’ right along. 
Keep up the good work, Cpl. Holder. 

—by Jess Webber 

















